34                    DE PROFUNDIS
fiction.    I awoke the imagination of my century so that it created myth and legend around me. I summed up all systems in a phrase and all existence in an  epigram.     Along with  these things I had things that were different.    But I let myself be lured into long spells of senseless and sensual ease.    I amused myself with being a flaneur, a dandy, a man of fashion.    I surrounded   myself with the   smaller   natures and the meaner minds.    I became the spendthrift  of my  own   genius,  and   to   waste   an eternal youth gave me  a  curious joy.     Tired of being on  the heights, I deliberately went to the depths in the search for new sensation. What the paradox was to me in the sphere of thought, perversity became to me in the sphere of passion.    Desire, at the end, was a malady, or a madness, or both.    I grew careless of the lives of others.    I took pleasure where it pleased me, and passed on.    I forgot that every little action of the common ; day makes or unmakes character,  and   that   therefore  what   one   has done in the secret chamber one has some day to cry aloud on the housetops.    I ceased to be